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incompatible with his desire for a life of contempla-
tion and communion with nature. He then took up
the Readership in the Oriental College which meant
only 2 hours' work a day, and gave him the suffici-
ent leisure and detachment that he desired.
In 1898, he started his quaint periodical * Aliph'
(the letter A of Persian) and called his press,
" Ananda Press " or Bliss Press. And in 1900, in the
month of July, he left Lahore for the woods of the
Himalayas for good.
His friends and admirers gathered in number on
the platform of the Lahore Railway Station, and as
Swami Rama stood ready to depart from them they
sang an Urdu Gazal of adieu composed by him.
Adieu ! my Mathematics, adieu !
Adieu my Ravi! adieu !
Farewell my wife, farewell!                 *
Farewell my children, farewell!
Adieu O Friends, .O foes, adieu !
Adieu books and teachings all, adieu!
Adieu my heart! Adieu my God !
Lo I God 1 Adieu 1 Adieu! Adieu!
O friends I am lost to my country.1
And my country is lost to me,
Thenceforth I live in forests,
Away from all, in His Love!
Early in 1901, after the year's sojourn in the hills,
ixe turned a monk, and donned the orange robe.
*In August* 1901, he took a long trip and visited
0angotri, Jamnotri, Kedarnath and Badri Narayafl
1 In Aliph, the thought of his country comes exactly as
but he thinks of hsr always.